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puce, crimson, and flaming sunsets, with apricot
coloured upper skies over water incredibly blue*
Well, that was our sunset, and I would not have
believed it possible had I not seen with my own
eyes* It was so stark, so crude, and so blatant*
In the middle of the night I woke in my bunk
to find the ship was heaving in a most unpleasant
manner, so that I was continually rolling from one
side to the other, and my legs were also often higher
than my head*   I lay and thought of those un-
fortunate animals on deck, for not only must they
be feeling seasick, but cold and drenched with
rain*   I fell asleep again, but at eight o'clock
the steward brought in my tea, and I sat up to find
the ship was still dancing about, but not so badly as
she had been*   With the steward came not only
the tea, but a curious and vaguely familiar smell*
It was, in fact, far more than a smell, it was an
awful odour, which for the moment I could not
place*   No, it was not the scent from my bottle,
but something far more deadly*   Then I remem-
bered*   It was the concentrated perfume of un-
clean pig*   Woe; now I knew I should be seasick
without any shadow of doubt*
By nine o'clock the ship had steadied down so
much that I felt quite able to get up* I sought the
bath-room* which was next door to the aft well-
deck, but I was forced to retreat hurriedly, the